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TFe Ti^gfdie 

Only reft rued their fa&or to buy fouies, 

And fcrui them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues hispit?eous,and vnp tried end, 

Earth gapes:hell burncs, fiends roare, Saints pray , 

To haue him futidenly conueyed away. 

Caned I his bond oHife dearc God I pray. 

That I may hue to "fay, the dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophecie the time would. come 
That /Ihouid willv-for flree ro heipe mecurtle 
That botreld fpidcr,that fbulc hundi-backctoade. 

Sl^Mar. /cald thee then, vair.e flourilh of my fortune, 
I caid thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

Tire presentation of, but what / was, 

The flattering index eta ui rchd I pageant, 

Oneiieau’d a high, to be hurld downe bslow, 

A mother one|y,mockt with two fweet babes, 
Adreameofwhich thou wen, a brc 2 th,a bubble, 

A figne of'dignitie,a garifh fLgge, 

To be the aipne of euery dangerous fliot, 

A Queene in ieaft.oneiy to fill the feeane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ? 
inhere Jj^thy children, wherein doeft tnou ioy ? 

JVho fues to thee, and cries God ftuc the Queene ? 

JFhcre be the bending peeres that flattered thee i 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ! 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moftdiArelfed widow ■■ 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none : 
Foronethatfcorndat me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iufticc wheel'd about, 

And left thee buta very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didfl vfiirpe my place, -nd doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrowJ 


Now 


ofRichard the thrid. 

Nowthy proud necke, hearts halfemy burthenedyoke. 
From which ,euen here, I flip my weary nccke, 

A nd ieaue the burthen of its! 1 on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wifc,andiQueene offad mifchance, 

Thefc Englifh woes, will make me ftnile in France. 

O thou well skild in curfes,flay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

jjh Mar. Forbcare to fleep the qisly .and fa ft the cja^. 
Compare deaj happineile with iiuingwoe, 

Thiakc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew theai fowler then he is : 

Bettrmg thy ioffe makes the bad caufer tvorfe, ^ 

ReuoluingthiSjwill teach thee how to curfe. 

gu, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

£>. Me . -. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine. 
But. Why Should calamicie be full of words i Exit. Mar. 
Qh. Wmuieatturniesto your client woes, 
Aiericfiicceedersofinteftateioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haue (cope, though what they do impart 
Hclpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

But. if fo,then be not toong tide,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter, words, lets Another 

My damned fonne, which thy tgo]omjgj.lmothred : „ 

I heare his drum, be copious inexclamKS. 

Enter King Richard marching with Brummts 
and Trumpets. 

Kin Who intercepts my expedition? ^ 

But. A flic, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By firangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the^flaughters wretch, that thou ha A done. 

Htd’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where thou Id be graum,if that right were right, 

The {laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine (hue, where arc my children? 

But. 
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